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SYLVIA: Oh, Mrs. Littlewood, I'm sure you don't want to

give parties just now.
MRS. LITTLEWOOD: I'd love to. It's so seldom one gets an

excuse for one in a place like this.
MRS. WHARTON: [Taking her hand.] My dear, I want you to

know how deeply we all sympathise with you in you

great loss.
MRS. LITTLEWOOD: [P*/rf/jgMRS. WHARTON'S band, and then

releasing her own] That's very kind of you.  [To SYLVIA

and JOHN.] Would Wednesday suit you young people?

I'll have both courts marked out.
SYLVIA: [Desperately.} I couldn't come, Mrs. Littlewood, I

couldn't come.

MRS. LITTLEWOOD: Why on earth not?
SYLVIA: [Controlling herself to civility.] I'm engaged that day.
COLONEL WHARTON: John has so short a time at home. I

think he and Sylvia have a feeling that they don't want to

go to parties.
VICAR: [Deliberately.] I hope you got over to France in

time to find your son alive.

[MRS. LITTLEWOOD gives him a rapid glance, stops a
moment as though to collect herself, then answers
almost indifferently.
MRS. LITTLEWOOD: No, he was  dead, poor child.   [To

MRS. WHARTON.] Good-bye, my dear, I'm sorry you

can't come and play bridge this afternoon. I suppose I

shall have to send you a wedding-present. John.
JOHN: I suppose you will.

MRS. LITTLEWOOD: [With a smile at the rest of the company^
Good-bye.

\She goes out.   They are left in amazement.
MRS. POOLE: Is she absolutely heartless?

COLONEL WHARTON: I always thought she was devoted to
her sons.